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moured grin. "I only meant a fellow must feel pretty bad
if he ever did hurt you.".

"So that's it," laughed the kkokhol

"Andryusha!" called the mother from the kitchen.

Andrei went out.

Left to himself, Vesovshchikov glanced round, then
stretched out a leg encased in a rough boot, examined it
carefully and felt his thick calf. He raised his hand and
studied the fat palm and the backs of his stubby fingers,
covered with yellow hair. With a disgusted wave of his
hand, he got up.

When Andrei brought in the samovar he was standing
in front of the mirror.

"First look I've had at this mug of mine for a long
time," he said, adding with a wry smile, "Some mug!"

"What do you care?" asked Andrei, glancing at him
curiously.

"Sasha says the face mirrors the soul."

"Nonsense!" cried the khokkol. "She's got a nose like
a fishhook and cheekbones like knife blades, but her soul's
like a star."

Nikolai glanced at him and grinned.

They sat down to tea.

Nikolai took a large potato, salted a piece of bread,
and began to chew slowly and steadily, like an ox.

"How are things here?" he asked with his mouth
full.

When Andrei had given him a cheerful account of how
they were spreading propaganda at th'e factory, he be-
came gloomy again.

"It's taking a long time. Too long. We ought to work
faster."

As the mother looked at him a feeling of hostility
stirred in her breast.

"Life isn't a horse to be driven with a whip," said An-
drei.

Nikolai stubbornly shook his head.

"Too long. I can't wait like this. What shall I do?"